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leaving. Out in mid-stream the boat in which we
had been spending a last congenial hour in our
host's company was silent now; but I still could
see the Maharaja and his son waving their adieux.

On the far side of the river streaming away behind
them, the old Palace of Kotah, like a vast escut-
cheon wrought in stone hung on the hillside,
loomed high above its lords, august, aloof as the
great men of old who built it. And it seemed to
me that all Rajputana, incarnate in the forms of
those two Princes of the East, profiled against that
impressive background, was bidding us farewell.

The car which was taking us to the Bombay
train bore us rapidly away. Princes and far-flung
batdements grew blurred, remote. Like a tale
that is told, the India we had known, the ancient
land of chivalry and hospitality^was fading out into
oblivion.
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